The  Sad  fate  ofJuCy  Temmore 

Part  3:  A  Meal  Fit  for  a  Queen 


Julie  spent  the  rest  of  the  day  was  spent  weeping  and 
listening  to  the  muffled  sounds  emitting  from  the  other 
side  of  the  Meat  Locker’s  doors.  I  don’t  think  that  her 
heart  heat  slowed  down  to  normal  the  during  the  whole 
time.  Every  moment,  she  expected  someone  to  burst  in 
and  grab  her  for  butcher.  She  had  no  real  idea  what  was 
going  on  out  there,  but  her  imagination  pictured  the  very 
worst. 

At  noon,  a  steward  came  in  and  brought  the  two  girls 
food  and  water,  in  what  might  be  described  as  a  huge  dog 
food  dish.  There  where  no  eating  utensils  because  both  of 
the  girls  had  their  hands  bound  together.  They  had  to  lap 
up  their  food  with  only  their  tongues.  It  took  forever  to 
eat  anything,  although  the  food,  itself  wasn’t  so  bad.  Julie 
couldn’t  understand  why  these  people  hadn’t  already 
killer  her  and  her  young  companion.  She  had  no  idea  that 
they  had  been  acquired  for  specific  patron’s  who’s 
reservations  might  be  as  much  as  days  apart. 


In  fact,  at  around  five  o'clock,  a  couple  of  kitchen  helpers  came  in  and  Julie  guessed,  right 
away,  that  they  were  not  here  to  feed  the  girls.  First,  they  did  not  bring  any  food  with 
them,  and  second,  the  last  meal  was  brought  by  only  one  staff  member.  Julie’s  assumption 
turned  out  to  be  quite  correct.  As  they  approached  the  couple,  threateningly,  the  eleven 
year-old  scrambled  behind  her  older  cell  mate,  in  hopes  that  she  might  hide  herself.  Julie 
could  see  little  point  in  this,  as  there  wasn’t  anyplace  that  they  could  escape  to,  and  Julie, 
herself,  wasn’t  about  to  risk  her  own  life  to  protect  her  teenage  cellmate.  In  fact  she  was 
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desperately  praying  that  they  men  had  come  for  the 
other  girl  and  not  for  her.  As  it  turned  out,  she  was 
lucky  again.  It  was,  INDEED,  her  cellmate  that  they 
had  come  for.  They  split  up  and  one  chased  the 
teenager  into  the  waiting  arms  of  the  second 
associate,  and  they  dragged  her  struggling  form 
from  the  freezer  and  out  the  door.  Just  before  the 
door  closed  Julie  got  a  glimpse  of  the  kitchen.  A 
woman's  decapitated  body  dangled,  naked,  by  her 
ankles  over  a  steel  bucket.  Several  kitchen  helpers 
scurried  about  in  their  white  outfits.  And  young 
woman  in  a  black  server’s  uniform  stood  by  a 
stainless  steel  counter,  talking  to  a  naked  man, 
wearing  only  a  long  greasy  apron  and  a  chefs  hat. 

Then  the  doors  slammed  shut  and  Julie  was  all 
alone,  for  the  first  time  today. 

After  hours  of  listening  to  her  young  companions  sobs  and  screams,  you  might  have 
thought  Julie  would  have  been  grateful  for  a  little  quiet,  but  this  only  allowed  her  time  to 
contemplate  her  own  desperate  straits.  Here  she  was  in  the  meat  locker  of  a  restaurant 
where  the  staff  dearly  intended  to  butcher  here  for  someone’s  dinner.  She  had  hoped  that 
her  mother  would  find  her  and  talk  them  into  releasing  her  but  as  time  wore  on,  it  became 
more  and  more  obvious  that  this  hope  was  entirely  in  vain.  With  every  passing  hour,  she 
was  becoming  more  and  more  depressed  as  all  her  desperate  hopes  bled  out.  All  she  could 
think  of  was  those  people  who’s  throats  Uncle  Phillip  had  slit.  That  was  what  awaited  her, 
or  perhaps  the/ d  cut  her  head-off  like  they  did  that  woman  in  the  kitchen.  “Oh  GOD!”,  she 
sobbed,  “I  don’t  want  to  die  like  that!  I  don’t  wTantto  die  at  all!  Please  let  me  out!  I’ll  do 
anything...  ANYTHING!  PLEASE!  Just  don’t  KILL  me...”. 

Of  course  she  knew  that  this  was  a  hopeless  plea.  These  weren’t  the  type  of  people  to  show7 
mercy.  Even  Uncle  Phillip  ignored  her  cries  and  HE  was  her  unde.  What  did  these  people 
care  about  what  happened  to  her?  No,  she  resigned  herself  to  her  grisly  fate.  The  funny 
thing  was,  ...well  if  you  could  consider  any  of  this  funny,  that  Julie  thought  that  she  was 
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Of  course  she  knew  that  this  was  a  hopeless  plea.  These  weren't  the  type  of  people  to  show 
mercy.  Even  Uncle  Phillip  ignored  her  cries  and  HE  was  her  uncle.  What  did  these  people 
care  about  what  happened  to  her?  No,  she  resigned  herself  to  her  grisly  fate.  The  funny 
thing  was,  ...well  if  you  could  consider  any  of  this  funny,  that  Julie  thought  that  she  was 

imagining  her  worst  case  scenario.  In  fact,  what  the  folks 
of  Chez  La  Nourriture  had  planned  for  her  was  to 
certainly  be  much  worse  than  any  of  these  things.  Up  to 
now,  she  had  considered  herself  much  luckier  that  her 
young  companions.  She  had  out  lived  them.  What  she 
didn’t  know  was  that,  while  their  deaths  might  be  painful 
and  humiliating,  they  would  come  to  their  ends  quickly. 
Her  fate  would  be  even  more  humiliating  and  her  death 
would  be  slow  and  excruciating.  Indeed,  it  was  in  an  effort 
to  prevent  such  cruel  and  brutal  deaths  that  the  U.N. 

Meat  Inspectors  had  been  employed  to  prevent  just  such 
events  as  these.  Julie’s  current  situation,  was  an  extreme 
example  of  why  the  sale  of  live  carcasses  was  forbidden. 
But  of  course,  there  was  no  way  that  Julie  could  have 
known  that  exactly  what  was  to  be  her  fate  and  it  is 
probably  just  as  well,  for  her,  that  she  didn’t,  after-all, 
there  wasn’t  anything  that  she  could  do  about  it  and  it 
would  have  only  served  to  make  her  final  hours  of  life 
even  the  more  terrifying  and  traumatic.  Super  was  served  at  Five-thirty  and  was  the  same 
as  the  previous  meal,  except  that  this  time  she  was  dining  all  alone  in  the  small,  sparsely 
furnished  meat  locker. 


It  wTasn’t  until  around  six-thirty,  on  the 
following  day,  that  two  members  of  the 
kitchen  staff  came  for  Julie.  Brenda 
Chambers  had  been  called  and  informed 
that  a  perfect  morsel  had  been  acquired 
which  would  surely  please  her  taste-buds. 
Would  she  like  to  make  an  reservation  to 
dine  on  this  luscious  young  lady?  Brenda, 
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who  considered  Chez  La  Nourriture  to  he  her  favorite  dinning 
establishment,  booked  an  immediate  reservation  for  that  evening 
and  was  scheduled  in  at  around  eight  O-dock  in  the  Private  Dinning 
Room.  Thus  the  staff  was  setting  up  to  prepare  Julie  for  the  main 
event.  She  was  the  star  of  the  week.  Everybody  in  the  establishment, 
had  been  talking  about  her,  ever  since  she  had  arrived.  By  now, 
everybody,  from  the  kitchen  staff,  right  on  down  to  the  serving  staff, 
knew  tli at  there  was  an  exquisite  morsel  being  stored  in  the  number 
three,  kitchen,  meat  locker  and  nobody  had  to  guess  for  whom  she 
was  reserved. 
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Brenda  Chambers  was  the  richest  patron  of  Chez  La 
Nourriture  and  she  always  demanded  the  finest,  live 
meat  in  town.  On  more  than  one  occasion,  Chez  La 
Nourriture  had  purchased  morsels  from  some  very 
questionable  sources.  Two  weeks  ago,  they  had  served  a 
lovely  dish  to  Brenda,  whom  turned  out  to  be  the  City 
Mayor3 s  own  daughter.  Brenda  was  both  surprised  and 
delighted  with  this  delectable  morsel,  in  part  because  of 
her  powerful,  and  wealthy  connections  and  in  part 
because  she  knew  the  girl's  family  quite  well,  through  her 
social  circles,  and  had  not  been  aware  that  the  young 
woman  had  been  called  up  on  the  meat  draft.  The 
waitress  flushed  and  whispered  into  Brenda’s  ear, 

auhhh...  actual . ly  she  didn't  come  up...  on  the  draft... 

She  was  out  at  a  party  last  night....  and...  it  seems  that  she  never  made  it  home... 
Naturally  everybody  is  looking  for  her  but...  I  fear  that  she  may  not  be  found.  You 
understand ,  that  this  is  a  very  special  meal...  dont  you T  Brenda  stared  in  shock  at  the 
helpless  teenage  girl  splayed 
out  naked  on  a  huge  serving 
platter,  whimpering  as  tears 
streamed  down  her  cheeks. 

A  huge  smile  spread  across 
her  lips  as  she  blushed  in 
anticipation  and  nodded  in 
agreement. 


“Your  father  was  telling  me  that  you  were  going 
to  be  the  valedictorian  at  your  graduation 
ceremony ,  this  year.  It  looks  as  if  you’re  not  going 
to  be  able  to  attend  the  event  after-all.  What  a 
pity...  Still,  I  suppose...,  their  loss  is  my  gain!.  I’ll 
be  sure  to  pass  my  deepest  well-wishes ,  to  your 
father  on  the  hunt  to  find  you,  when  I  see  him 
again.  Don’t  you  worry  now.  He’ll  never  know 
what  became  of  you.  Ifll  be  better  that  way,  fm 
sure.  After  all,  why  should  he  care  how  you  died? 
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Dead  is  dead ,  isn't  it T  Brenda  chuckled  and 
proceeded  to  grasp  the  girl  by  her  shoulders  and 
lift  her  into  a  sitting  position,  on  the  platter.  The 
nineteen  year-old’s  eyes  opened  wide  in  terror,  as 
she  watched  Miss  Chamber’s  smiling  lips  part  and 
open  impossibly  wide  as  they  descended  upon  her 
face  and  encircled  the  whole  front  of  her  head, 
encompassing  her  in  a  world  of  pinkish  darkness... 

Oh,  I’m  sorry...  I  drifted  off  track  didn’t  I?  We’re  not  talking  about  the  mayor's  daughter, 
are  we?  No  we  re  talking  about  Julie  Penimore.  How  silly  of  me...  Why  would  I  bring  up 
that  other  girl?  After  all,  Nobody,  really  knows  what  happened  to  her.  Perhaps  her  parents 
are  still  looking  for  her,  although...,  by  now...,  I  wouldn’t  put  too  much  faith  in  the 
likelihood  that  they  will  ever  find  any  trace  of  her,  figuratively  I  mean,  well...  literally  as 
well,  I  suppose. 


The  Chef  was  irritated  by  the  fact  that  it  seemed  that  everybody  and  their 
mother  was  hanging  around  his  kitchen  to  get  a  good  luck  at  Brenda’s 
latest  dish.  One  of  the  severing  girls  giggled,  “Look!  She  hasn't  got  a 
stitch  of  hair  on  her  cliterus,  Ha  ha...  they  don't  even  have  to  shave  her. 
She  must  have  known  that  she  was  due  to  be  eaten!” 

A  male  kitchen  helper  whistled  out  loud,  “That's  not  a  bad  rack  of  tit 
meat,  for  a  girl  with  such  a  small  frame ,  nice  face  to.  Brenda's  really 
gonna  eat  that  one  up!  I'd  sure  like  to  watch.  I  heard  that  Brenda  puts 
on  quite  a  show.” 


Photo  taken  just  before 
bedtime, The  last  time 
the  Mayor’s  daughter  was 
seen  alive, 

(You  may  ml  In.1  able  lu  sec  her  in  this 
jthnlt)  but,  lid  ie  vc  me  she's  in  the  pc  lure.) 
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Julie  was  so  stressed  out  over  her 
predicament  that  she  barely  caught  that  last 
comment.  Her  eyes  widened  and  she 
thought,  “What?...  What  did  she  mean  by  THAT?!?  What  the  heck  have  I  gotten  myself 
into  here T 


A  dish  washer  girl  glared  at  the  kitchen  boy 
snarled,  “Fou  know  that  your  a  SICK  little 
monkey,  don’t  your  then  turning  to  the 
another  washing  girl  she  whispered,  just 
loud  enough  for  Julie  to  overhear,  “She 
HAS  got  a  really  nice  piece  of  ass  too.  I 
wish  my  ass  looked  that  goodr 


The  second  washing  maid  responded,  “Just 
be  glad  ifll  be  her  ass  on  Brenda’s  platter 
and  not  yours!  I’d  sooner  have  my  throat 
slit  and  get  it  over  with,  quickly,  than  get 
gobbled  up  by  Brenda.  That  woman  scares 
the  HELL  out  of  me!” 


There  wasn't  much  time  to  think  about  it,  though,  as  Chef  Nicholas  shouted,  angrily, 
ENOUGH  OF  THIS!  Everyone  who  is  not  supposed  to  be  in  my  kitchen  better  get  out 
NOW!  What  do  you  think  I  am!  I  have  a  masterpiece  to  create  and  only  a  few  hours  to 

complete  it  in.  I  will  not  have  you  trolls  standing  around  under 
my  feet.  Get  out  of  my  kitchen!  The  last  one  to  leave  is  gonna 
end  up  served  on  a  platter  in  Dinning  Room  One!”  People 
scattered  in  all  directions  in  a  desperate  effort  to  vacate  the 
premises  quickly.  The  chefs  threat  was  not  an  idle  one.  He  had 
the  right  to  butcher  ANY  staff  member,  below  the  rank  of  chef 
or  owner,  if  that  employee  was  guilty  of  insubordination.  He  had 
done  it  more  than  once,  in  the  past,  and  nobody  wanted  to  end 
up  meat  served  up  in  the  main  dinning  room. 
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“YOUl”,  he  growled,  grabbing  a  Julie  by  her  waist,  “Up  you 
go”,  as  he  hoisted  her  up  onto  her  belly  on  the  counter  of  cold, 
stainless  steel.  Julie  wriggled  and  squirmed  as  he  laid  out  and 
so  he  gave  her  a  hard  slap  on  her  ass.  “ Settle  down!  That  won7t 
do  you  any  good  here.  Just  lie  still  and  spread  you  legs  and 
relax  you  anus  and  this  will  not  hurt  so  much.” 


“RELAX  MY  ANUS?'.?”,  she  thought,  “What  does  he  mean 
by  tha  OH!  What  the  fu....UK*J3  Nicholas  had  wasted  no  time 
pressing  the  nob  of  his  dink  into  the  crack  other  ass  and  with  a  deftness  resulting  from 

having  done  this 
countless  times  in  the 
past,  he  pressed  the 
tip  of  his  bulbous  nob 
up  gain-st  her  asshole 
and  pushed  firmly 
down  on  her  butt,  with  all  of  his  weight,  forcing 
her  anal  lips  apart.  He  then  proceeded  to  stuff  the 
full  length  of  his  shaft  down  into  her  bowels.  Julies 
eyes  grewT  as  wide  as  saucers  and  she  ground  her 
teeth  as  his  stiff  member  filled  her  to  absolute 


capacity  with  raging  hard  cock.  “What  are  you 


doin*hhh...  STOP!  Your  hurti...Uhhhh...  PLEASE!  DON...GGG*hhhh...” 
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her  too  rough. 


Chef  Nicholas  did  not  bother  to 
reply  to  her  pleas  as  he  was  too 
busy  thrusting  his  fat  prick  in  and 
out  of  her  bowels.  It  could  haw 
been  worse,  at  least  he  had  taken 
the  time  to  lubricate  his  manhood 
with  a  cool  daub  of  butter,  not  that 
he  did  this  for  her  sake.  He  simply 
did  want  to  rip  her  up,  inside,  as 
Brenda  would  want  her  meal  in 
immaculate  condition.  Still,  even 
with  the  lubrication,  offered  by  the 
butter,  Julie’s  asshole  felt  like  it 
was  on  fire.  In  just  two  thrusts  her 
poop  shut  had  already  been 
fucked  raw  and  he  had  only  just 
started,  Withe  each  stroke  it 
harried  it’s  entire  length,  within 
Julie’s  shit  hole.  Nicholas  had  to 
grip  Julie,  by  the  top  of  her  head, 
to  keep  her  from  siding  across  the 
stainless  steel  surface  of  the 
counter  with  each  thrust.  He  did 
NOT  want  her  tits  to  sustain  any 
counter  burns  in  the  process  of 
subduing  her.  Brenda  would  be 
furious  of  he  marred  this  pretty 
meat-lings  features  by  handling 


As  the  chef  stuffed  Jule’s  bowels  with  cock  he  could  feel  her  bum-hole  squeezing  tightly 
around  his  erection.  Also  her  bowels  where  contracting  around  the  circumference  of  his 
dink  in  an  effort  to  eject  his  hard-on.  This  was,  however,  exactly  what  he  wanted.  As  her 
the  muscles  of  ass  repeatedly  squeezed  his  loins,  every  other  muscle  in  her  body  clenched 
along  with  them.  In  essence,  JuHe  was  getting  the  most  extreme  workout  she  had  ever  had 
in  her  whole  life.  At  this  rate,  en-spite  of  the  fact  that  she  was  in  the  prime  of  her  adult 
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As  the  chef  stuffed  Julie’s  bowels  with  cock  he  could  feel  her  bum-hole  squeezing  tightly 
around  his  erection.  Also  her  bowels  where  contracting  around  the  circumference  of  his 
dink  in  an  effort  to  eject  his  hard-on.  This  was,  however,  exactly  what  he  wanted.  As  her 
the  muscles  of  ass  repeatedly  squeezed  his  loins,  every  other  muscle  in  her  body  clenched 
along  with  them.  In  essence,  Julie  was  getting  the  most  extreme  workout  she  had  ever  had 
in  her  whole  life.  At  this  rate,  en-spite  of  the  fact  that  she  was  in  the  prime  of  her  adult 
youth,  and  she  was  actually  quite  physically  fit,  Julie’s  entire  body  would  be  played  out  to 
utter  exhaustion  in  just  a  couple  more  strokes.  Once  this  occurred,  she  would  no  longer 
possess  the  strength  to  lift  an  arm  or  leg  off  the  table.  She  would  be  utterly  helpless  to 
resist  for  the  remainder  of  her  transformation  into  a  meal. 
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Already,  Julie  was  gasping  for  breath,  like  a  fish  out 
of  water.  The  moment  of  triumph  came  as  the  chef 
felt  Julie's  anus  relax  and  her  buns  quivered 
uncontrollably.  At  this  point,  he  knew  that  he  could 
pull  his  penis  out  off  her  ass  but  he  gave  her  a  couple 
more  good,  hard,  thrusts  just  for  good  measure.  Well 
actually  he  didn’t  HAVE  to  do  that  but  he  needed  to 
get  his  rocks  off  and  with  a  tremendous,  heartfelt 
grunt,  “Uuuaa*Aaaahhhhh....  he  spewed  his  load 
deep  inside  her  bowels,  filling  them,  to  capacity, 
with  his  frothy  sex  fluids.  By  now7  Julie’s  entire 
insides  had  been  thoroughly  tenderized  from  the 
hard  pounding  they  had  taken.  Her  guts  seemed  to  ache  and  be  utterly  numb  at  the  same 
time.  She  was  actually  coughing  up  semon  through  her  nostrils  and  she  felt  so  bloated  that 
she  was  sure  that  if  this  dam  pig  didn’t  get  off  her  back  soon,  her  belly  'would  surely  POP 
under  the  pressure  of  his  weight  pressing  down  upon  her. 

Nicholas  dragged  Julie  back  down  the  counter,  towards  it’s  edge,  until  her  legs  and  ass 
hung  over  it’s  edge.  Then  two  kitchen  girls  scrambled  in-between  his  thighs,  with  a 
practiced  skill  and  parted  Julie’s  thighs  and  placed  a  large  bucket  between  her  legs.  With 
this  accompEshed  the  chef  pulled  his  limp,  wet  prick  from  Julie’s  asshole  and  she 
promptly  shit  herself  dumping  most  of  her  feces  into  the  carefuHy  placed  pad.  Nickolas 

grabbed  a  couple  of  napkins  off  the  counter  and 
wiped  her  shit  off  his  dink  and  dropped  them 
into  the  bucket,  along  with  Julies  poop.  Once  she 
completed  emptying  her  bowels  of  her 
excrement,  the  kitchen  girls,  proceeded  to  wipe 
her  bum-crack  clean  of  shit  with  more  napkins, 
disposing  them  into  the  bucket,  as  well.  It’s  a 
filthy  job,  but  SOMEBODY  has  to  do  it  and  it 
sure  as  hell  won’t  be  the  chef! 
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Once  Julies  anus  finally  ceases  leaking 
poop,  the  chef  grasps  Julie  by  her  long 
blond  hair,  and  draggs  her  back  up,  fully 
onto  the  kitchen  counter.  Taking  the  same 
butter/chives  mixture  that  he  used  earlier 
on  that  poor  little  redhead,  he  begins  to 
stuff  huge  gobs  of  it  up  her  freshly 
stretched  asshole,  and  into  her,  now 
empty,  bowels.  Then  he  does  the  same 
with  her  cliterus  and  uterus,  filling  her 
bladder  and  womb  with  the  cool,  gooey 


mixture. 

It  doesn’t  stay  gooey,  for  long,  however.  As  it  melts, 
inside  her,  a  slow  steady  stream  of  golden  yellow  fluid, 
with  green  flecks 
in  it,  dribble  from 
her  anus  and  cunt 
running  down  the 
crack  of  her  ass 
and  forming  a 

pool  of  butter  on  the  counter.  Then  the  greens  go  up 
her  ass  and  finally  her  arsshole  is  plugged  with  a 
roasted  carrot.  This  final  touch  is  done  more  for  the 
sake  of  presentation  than  anything  else. 


Now7  Nicholas  takes  fists  full  of  butter  and  smears  the 
mixture  all  over  Julies  body  and  even  soaks  her  hair 
with  melted  butter.  He  pays  extra  attention  to 
buttering  up  the  little  cracks  and  crannies  that  might 
be  easily  missed  to  their  lack  of  easy  access,  such  as 
her  armpits  and  the  undersides  of  her  bosoms.  He 
does  not  wash  her  sweat  off  these  parts,  or  any  of  her 
other,  private  parts,  as  her  sw'eat  will  actually  add  an 
exquisite  flavors  to  her  meat.  Now,  that  she  is  settled, 
stuffed  and  buttered,  it  is  time  to  toast  her  in  the 
oven. 
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The  reason  for  toasting  her,  is  not  to  cook  her.  That  would  not  due.  After  all  this  hard 
work,  it  would  be  a  waste  for  her  to  he  killed  in  the  oven.  No  the  oven's  task  is  to  hrown 

her  outer  meat,  not  cook  it.  In  part  this 
is  about  presentation,  as  well,  but  it 
also  tends  to  make  the  living  meat 
sweat  which  will  bring  out  even  more  of 
Julie's  delicious,  natural  flavor.  It  also 
causes  any  of  the  butter/chives 
mixture,  within  her  bodily  cavities,  that 
has  not  melted,  to  finally  melt.  Finally, 
it  WILL,  slightly  cook  Julie's  muscles, 
leaving  her  conscious,  and  completely 
aware  but  utterly  helpless  for  the  entire 
duration  of  the  meal. 


The  toasting  process,  only  lasts 
for  a  couple  of  minutes  and , 
wearing  oven  mitts,  a  pretty 
young  kitchen  girl  slides  Julie 
out  of  the  oven  on  her  serving 
platter  and  a  wheeled,  serving 
cart  is  brought  up  dose  and  the 
platter  full  of.. .  well  Julie...  is 
hefted,  carefully  onto  it  and  a 
huge  glass  dome  is  placed  over 


the  platter  and  Julie,  to  trap  in  the  heat  and  all  of  the  aromas 
of  Julies  meat.  Like  clockwork  it  is  eight-oh-five  and  Julie  is 
wheeled  out  of  the  kitchen  by  a  lovely  young  woman  in  a 
black  serving  uniform  with  white  frills.  It  is  the  girl  who  made 
the  comment  about  Julie's  shaven  cleft.  Now  she  moves  gracefully  into  the  private  dinning 
room  and  rolls  the  serving  cart  up  to  the  only  table  in  the  room. 
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The  woman,  seated  at  the  table  is  both  huge  and,  oddly,  sensuously  beautiful.  She  is  well 
dressed  in  an  expensive,  and  yet  a  slightly  understated  dress.  It  shouts,  I  am  stinking 
RICH...  but  I  don’t  have  to  tell  YOU  that  do  I?  The  dress  is  quite  loose  fitting.  It  will  need 
to  he  because  she  has  quite  an  abundant  meal  to  consume  and  she  WILL  down  it  ALL  by 
the  end  of  the  evening.  This  is  not  the  kind  of  restaurant  where  you  take  leftovers  home  in 
a  dogie  hag.  The  serving  girl  notices  Brenda’s  eyes  following  the  tray’s  course  to  her  table, 
with  anticipation.  In-spite  of  the  glass  cover,  over  Julie’s  platter,  some  of  the  aroma  of 
Julie’s  meat,  is  'wafting  through  the  air  and  Brenda’s  eyes  glaze  in  anticipation  as  she 
watches  the  cart  approach.  The  serving  girl  has  served  many  customers  in  the  restaurant, 
before,  hut  this  is  only  her  second  time  serving  a  meal  in  the  Private  Dinning  Room,  and 
the  first  time  serving  a  meal  to  Brenda.  There  is  something  definitely  different  about  this 
occasion.  From  the  moment  she  enters  the  room,  wdth  the  tray,  she  feels  a  sense  of  fear 
rise  up  in  her  throat.  It  is  almost  as  if  Brenda’s  gaze  rests  upon  HER  and  not  the  cart  she  is 
pushing.  She  feels  sweat  trickling  down  the  crack  of  her  ass  and  her  knees  are  knocking 
together.  THANE  GOD  the  cart  is  hiding  her  trembling  knees!  As  she  reaches  the  table, 
she  quells  an  almost  uncontrollable  urge  to  turn  and  flee.  Instead,  she  slides  the  platter, 
carefully  from  the  cart  onto  the  table,  in  front  of  Miss  Chambers. 
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“Be  careful  now*,  the  server  utters,  “she’s  hot.”,  and  then  she  blushes  as  she  realizes  how 
that  statement  could  be  interpreted.  Brenda,  however,  is  quite  used  to  meals  like  this.  Still 
as  the  serving  girl  lifts  the  steamy,  glass  dome  off  of  the  platter,  revealing  Julie  to  her  guest 
for  the  first  time,  Brenda  gasps  in  delight  at  the  sights  and  fragrances  that  fill  her  eyes  and 
nostrils. 


“OOOooohhh...  That  looks,  absolutely 
SCRUMPTIOUS!  Do  you  know  her 
name?”  Brenda  always  liked  to  know 
the  name  of  those  that  she  ate. 

The  serving  girl  was  still  caught  is  a 
state  of  panic  and  so  fumbled  at  her  first 
attempt  at  answering  this  question. 

"Ohhhh . Her  name  is...  uhhh... 

JULIE.  Yes!  She’s  just  twenty- two  and 

she  only  just  arrived  yesterday,  but  we  thought  of  you  the  moment  she  arrived.  We  hope 
that  you  will  enjoy  her.” 

Brenda  gazed  over  the  platter,  of  food.  Splayed  out, 
over  the  massive  silver  plate,  was  a  luscious  young 
woman,  lying  on  her  backside,  with  her  legs  parted 
and  slightly  elevated,  like  a  huge  Thanksgiving 
turkey.  Framed  between  her  thighs  was  a  sweet, 
juicy  vagina,  with  tend  succulent  young  cliterus  lips 
and  clearly  visible  between  her  browned  ass  cheeks 
was  the  girls  quivering  asshole,  frantically  winking 
at  her,  around  a  large,  roasted  carrot.  Farther  above 
the  girls  deft  was  the  soft,  slightly  convex  form  of 
her  belly  and  above  that,  the  two  lowly  mounds  of  a 
pair  of  ripe  young  breasts,  perfectly  proportional  to  the  meal.  Between  them,  Brenda  to  see 
the  lovely,  tear  streaked  face  of  a  terrified  young  woman  who,  at  last,  seemed  to  fully 
understand  just  how  much  this  day  was  in  comparison  to  the  previous  one.  “My...  don't 
you  look  absolutely  delicious!  Don't  you  worry  about  a  thing.  You’re  going  to  be  just  fine, 
in-fact  I’d  go  so  far  as  to  say  that  you  are  going  to  be  scrumptious!  This  did  not  ease  Julie’s 
panic.  Something  had  gone  wrong!  She  was  supposed  to  be  DEAD  by  now7,  NOT  served 
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ALIVE!!!  Surely  This  woman  wouldn't  eat  her  like  THIS,  would  she???  She  would  have 
screamed  right  then,  if  not  for  the  fact  that  the  roasting  oven  had  cooked  her  vocal  chords 
and  all  she  could  do  now  was  breath  out  panting  breaths  other  steamy  breath. 

“Now,  inhere  to  start...  It  all  looks  so 
good,  I  just  can’t  make  up  my...  ohhh... 
that  little  ditty  of  yours  looks  utterly 
mouth  watering .  If s  just  crying  out  to 
be  tasted.”,  and  Brenda  berried  her  face 
in  Julie’s  crotch  shoving  her  thick  slimy 
tongue  deep  into  the  depths  of  Julies 
cleft.  Right  away  she  tasted  the  flavor  of 
the  chef  that  prepared  Julie.  She  knew, 
right  off  the  bat,  that  it  was  Nickolas  as 
she  had,  the  equivalent  of  a  photographic  memory  for  flavors.  There  was,  however,  a 
second  flavor  that  she  could  not  identify.  It  seemed  to  taste  like  male  semon,  and  yet  it  also 
had  the  distinct  aroma  of  Julie’s  ovem.  What,  could  it  be?  Of  course  it  could  only  be  one 
thing,  but  it’s  source  was  so  small  that  Miss  Chambers  could  hardly  believe  it.  Gearly,  it 
was  a  fetus  or,  not  so  much,  a  fetus  as  a  freshly  fertilized  egg.  Apparently  the  girl  had  been 
fucked,  very  recently  and  had  become  pregnant.  The  egg  was,  as  yet,  undeveloped  into  a 
full  blown  fetus  so  it  couldn’t  be  any  older  than  a  day  or  two.  “I  wonder... u,  Brenda 
thought,  “was  if  a  quick  little  fling  or  did  she  and  her  lover  intend  to  have  a  child?”  Well  it 
really  didn’t  matter,  anyhow,  because  Brenda  had  just  swallowed  it.  Did  the  girl  know? 
Well  how  could  she,  at  that  stage  of  development.  She  wouldn’t  have  even  started 
experiencing  morning  sickness  yet.  “At  least  she  got  to  have  one  last  fuck  before  she 
wound  up  being  excreted  from  my  asshole.  If  you  gotta  end  up  shit  you  might  as  well  get 
screwed  first.  Well  of  course  there  WAS  Nickolas,  but  I  mean  screwed  by  someone  who’s 
goal  isn’t  stuff  your  cunt  into  an  oven!” 
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Julie  would  have  been  shocked, 
however,  to  learn  of  this  because 
the  only  opportunity  that  she  and 
Johnathon  had  to  have  sex, 
recently,  was  yesterday  morning, 
and  he  had  only  just  cum  inside 
her  pussy  just  before  Unde 
Phillip  had  yanked  her  off  his 
cock.  It  would  have  really  pissed 
her  off  to  know  that,  not  only  had 
Uncle  Phillip  gotten  her  eaten, 
but  he  had  gotten  her  baby 
devoured  as  well.  It  was  probably 
for  the  best  that  she  didn't  know, 
however,  and  at  any  rate,  that  is 
what  the  culling  laws  had  been 
passed  for.  The  whole  point  is  to 
remove  fertile  young  women,  like 
Julie,  from  the  population 
BEFORE  they  can  give  birth  to 
more  people,  thus  reducing  the 
human  population  burden  upon 
the  earth.  You  might  say  that  fate 
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intervened  to  snatch  Julie's  life  away  at  just  the  right  moment.  Wasn’t  that  most 
fortunate...  Well  maybe...  not  for  Julie...  but  for  everybody  else,  especially  Brenda. 

Deeper  up  Julies  love  channel,  Brenda’s  entered ,  Julies  womb,  itself.  It  was  quite  a  reach, 
but  she  managed  to  stretch  her  tongue  all  the  way  to  the  top  of  Julies  womb,  where  a 
woman's  eggs  are  stored.  This  is  a  delicacy  for  connoisseurs  of  human  Meat.  One  of  their 
favorite  treats  is  the  reproductive  juices  human  beings,  be  them  men,  or  women. 

As  Miss  Chambers  began  to  lick  all  of  the  ovemn  from  Julie’s  egg  sack,  Julie  suddenly 
experienced  a  jolt  of  utter  revulsion  and  horror.  She  couldn’t  quite  why  this  one  act  of 
debauchery  should  effect  her  so.  “  What  was  the  big  deal  about  a  woman  licking  her 
pussy.  Surely  she  had  far  worse  to  worry  about  than  thisl”  What  Julie  was  experiencing 
was  an  instinctive  reaction  to  an  assault  upon  her  reproductive  organ’s.  A  woman  has,  only 
so  many  eggs  in  her  womb.  Usually,  they  are  stored  in  a  chamber,  just  beyond  the  womb, 
where  they  are  very  hard  to  reach.  They  would  then  be  released,  one  at  a  time  during 
sexually  charged  cockulation.  The  eggs  can  be  stored  in  a  woman’s  egg  sack  for  ten  or 
twenty  years,  but  after  that,  they  tend  not  to  be  as  fur- til.  On  the  other  hand,  a  woman  will 
become  sterile  once  all  o  her  eggs  have  been  released,  over  time.  What  Julie's  body 
realized,  was  that  Brenda’s  tongue  was  greedily  robbing  her  of  ALL  of  her  eggs  in  one 
quick  feast  upon  her  fertility.  Since,  the  main  reason  for  a  woman  to  exist  it  to  produce 
offspring,  Brenda’s  actions  where  viewed,  by  Julie’s  young  body,  as  the  most  heinous 
crime  it  could  be  subjected  to.  Julie  didn't  know  this,  but  Brenda  certainly  did  and  she 
didn’t  care  in  the  least.  She’d  happily  drink  the  all  of  the  eggs  from  every  women  in  this 
town,  if  she  could  figure  out  a  way  to  get  away  with  it.  The  thick,  frothy  milk  of 
"womanhood  drawn  from  Julie’s  love  channel  and  was  sucked  down  the  gullet  as  quickly  as 
Brenda  could  slurp  it  up.  MMMmmm...  delecious.  In  spite  of  her  best  efforts  some  of 
Julie’s  orgasmic  juice  leaked  from  the  comers  of  Brenda’s  mouth  and  dribbled  down  her 
chin  and  along  the  trench  between  Julie’s  ass  cheeks. 

When  Brenda  had  emptied  Julies  cunt  of  the  creamy,  salty,  nectar  of  womanhood,  she 
pulled  back  and  licked  the  comers  of  her  lips  and  using  her  fingers,  scooped  up  the  thick, 
frothy  juice  off  her  chin  and  sucked  it  off  her  fingertips.  Then,  not  wanting  to  waste  a  drop 
of  the  delicious  juice,  she  thoroughly  licked  the  crack  of  Julie’s  ass  clean  of  all  the  Julie's 
last  remaining  eggs  and  the  residue  of  butter  that  had  been  leaking  from  her  asshole. 
“Umm-Umm...  Yummy  l”  Sitting  back  in  her  chair,  her  gazed  over  Julie  lying  there  so 
invitingly,  her  face  now7  drenched  writh  tears  as  she  mourned  the  lose  of  all  of  her  sexuality. 
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It  was  time  to  move  on  to  the  main  course. 


She  lifted  Julie’s  ass  off  the  plate  and  shove  the  whole  thing  into  her  maw.  Julie,  just  lay 
there  as  if  she  was  dead.  She  didn’t  haw  the  strength  to  fight  an  assault  like  this,  and  even 
if  she  had  had  the  energy  to  resist,  she  just,  no  longer  gave  a  damn  if  she  lived  or  died. 
Even  though  she  didn’t  know  why,  she  knew  that  everything  about  her,  that  mattered,  was 
already  gone  and  her  life  and  feeling  where  utterly  worthless.  She  had  no  desire  to  go  on. 
Perhaps  pain  and  agony,  would  re -motivate  her  to  resist,  hut  as  of  yet  she  had  not  reached 
that  threshold  and  by  the  time  that  she  did,  resistance  would  be  pointless,  anyway. 

Brenda,  seemed  to  be  grinning,  with  her  mouth  full  of  arse.  She  new  this  meal  was  hers, 
but  then. ..  it  had  been  hers  from  the  moment  they  wheeled  her  out  to  her  table.  “Bottoms 
up,  Honey.”  she  thought  as  she  swallowed  hard  and  squeezed  Julie’s  ass  cheeks  into  the 
back  of  her  gullet,  “and  down  the  hatch.  I  think  it’s  time  that  you  got  acquainted  with  my 
stomach.  I  think  it’s  going  to  really  like  you.” 

When  the  serving  girl  returned,  Brenda  was  waiting  patiently.  She  looked  very  satisfied, 
and  the  serving  girl  noticed  that  the  expensive  dress  was  no  longer  loose  but  now  hugged 
the  curves  of  her  belli...  er...  I  mean  body....  The  server  had  still  not  overcome  her 
nervousness.  She  visibly  trembled,  like  a  leaf,  as  she  handed  the  debit  card  machine  over 
to  Brenda  and  the  huge  woman,  pinched  in  the  data  to  complete  the  payment  for  her  meal. 
The  server  couldn’t  get  over  the  fact  that  there  wasn’t  a  crumb  left  on  Brenda’s  plate.  Wot 
even  a  drop  of  blood.  “My  GOD!”,  she  thought,  “She  swallowed  that  woman  whole  1  How 
could  anyone  swallow  a  full  grown  woman  whole...  and...ALIVEV’  she  couldn’t  push 
aside  one  thought  that  kept  returning  to  the  top  of  her  thoughts  again...  and  again.  “Wfraf 
if  she’s  still  hungry!  I’m  nowhere  near  as  big  as  that  girl  had  was.  Brenda  could  finish  me 
off  for  deserf  and  still  have  room  for  a  child  or  two.”  She  was  never  so  glad  to  complete  a 
transaction  in  her  whole  life.  The  moment  she  got  the  debit  machine  back,  she  barely 
remembered  to  wish  the  customer  a  good  evening  before  she  literally  turned  and  dashed 
back  to  the  relative  safety  of  the  kitchen.  As  she  sprang  through  those  swinging  doors  she 
thought,  “ Please  GOD  don’t  make  me  serve  another  meal  in  that  room!”  She  had  never 
had  a  problem  serving  human  meat  to  the  clients  before,  but  somehow7,  serving  live  meat 
to  a  customer  had  turned  out  to  be  a  challenge  she  just  didn’t  think  she  could  ever 
conquer. 
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the  END! 
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